


The Tragedie 

Complotted and contriued in this land: 

Fetch from falfe Mowbray -their firft head and fpring. 
Further I fay and further will maintaine 
Vpon his bad life to make all this good, 

That he did plottc the Duke of Gloceftcr* death, 

Suggcft his loone beleeuing aduerlaries, 

And eonfequently like a taitour coward, 

Slucte out his innocent foule through ftreames of blcud # 
Which bloud, like facrificing Abels criel, 

Eucn from the tounglefle Cauernes of the earth. 

To me for iuftice and rough chaft ifementt 
And.by the glorious worth of my defeeut. 

This arroe (hall do it* or this life be fpent. 

King, How high a pitch his refolution foarej, 

Thomas efNorfolkc what faift thou to this? 

Mowb. Oh lcjt my foucraigoe turnc awaic his face, 

And bid his cares a little while be deafe. 

Till I hauc toldethisflaunder of his bloud. 

How God and good men hate fo foule a lier. 

King . Mowbray impartiall are our cies and eares* 

Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom** heirc* 

As he isbut my fathers brothers fonne, 

Now by feepters awe I make a vowe, 

Such neighbour neerenes to our l'acred bloud 
Should nothing priuiledge him nor partialize 
The vnftooping firtnenene of my vpright foule, 

He is our fubieft Mowbray fo art thou, 

Free fpcech and fearcleflc I to thee allowe. 

Mowb. Then Bullingbrooke as lowe as to thy heart 
Through the falfe paflage of thy throatethou lieff. 

Three partes of thatrecciptelhadforCallice, 

Disburftl duely to his highncfTe fouldicrs, 

The other part refcrudcl by confcnt, 

For that my foueraigne liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a dcarc account; 

Since laid I went to France to fetch hisQueene: 

Now fwallowdowne that lie . For Glocefters death, 

I flew 


tflCing IkUrd thefetmk 

I fle we him not but to my owne difgrace, 

Neglcftcd my fworne ducty in that calcs 
For you my noble Lord of Lancaftcr, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once did I lay an ambulhe for your life, 

A trefpafle that doth vex my gricued foufet 
But ere I laft receiudc the Sacrament, 

I dideonfefleit.andcxaftly begd 
Your traces par don, and 1 hope I had it. 

This if my fault, as for the relt appeald 
Itifliicsfrom the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant and moff degenerate traitour. 

Which in my felfe 1 bo ldly willdefende. 

And enterchangcably hurle downe my gage 
Vpon this ouerwe c ning tra itors foote, 

To proue my felfe a loyal Gentleman, 

Euen in the beft bloud chamberd in hisbofeme* 
Inhaftcwherof moft hartilyl pray 
Your highnes to afsigne ourtriall day. 

King, Wrath kindled gentleman be ruled by me. 

Lets purge this choler without letting bloud, 

This we preferibe though no Phifition, 

Deepc malice makes too deepe incifion. 

Forget, forgiuc, conclude and be agreed. 

Our doctors fay,this is no month to bleede: 

Good Vnckle let this ende where it begonne, 

Week calme the Duke ofNorfolkc, you your fonne. 

Cdunt. To be a make-peace fhal become my age, 

Throw downe (my foune) the Duke of Norfolkes gage. 
King, And Norfolke throw downe his. 

Gnunt. When Harry? when obedience bids. 

Obedience bids I fhould not bid againe. 

King. Norfolke throw downe we bid, there is no boote. 
Mow. My felfe I throw dread foueraigne at thy foot: 

My life thou fhaltcommand.but not my fhame, 

The one my duety owes, but my faire name 
Dcfpight of death that hues vpon my graue. 
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